THE IRON PUDDLER

all week, but the gay commercial travelers all
were dudes and dressed like Sunday every
day.   They brought the new fashions to town
and were looked upon as high-toned fellows.
Their flashy get-up caught the girls, which
made the town-boys hate them.   But I liked
them very well because they brought me
revenue.   "Where a man's treasure is, there
is his heart also," says the proverb, and my
experience proved it true.   On my first visit
to the hotel I got acquainted with the land-
lord and he put me on his pay-roll.   Behind
the hotel was a cow pen where the milk for
the guests was drawn fresh from the cows.
The cows had to be driven to a pasture in the
morning and back at night. I got a dollar and
a quarter a month for driving the cows.   And
so I had found a paying job within thirty
days after landing in America.   The cost of
pasturage was a dollar a month for each cow.
That was less than four cents a day for cow
feed to produce two gallons of milk, or about
two cents a gallon.   The wages of the girls
who milked them and my wages for driving
them amounted to three cents a gallon.   In
other words, the cost of labor in getting the
milk from the cows more than doubled the
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